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He followed her gaze and saw coming on the
rough path above the Tarn a group of people.

' It cannot he! It cannot he! ' he heard
Judith mutter, and then, a moment after, she had
broken from him with a cry, had rushed from the
room and, her red hair tumbling, had started
down the path.

Standing at the window, he saw then a figure
detach itself from the proup and run ahead of the
rest. The figure met Judith, raised her in the air,
hugging her,

4 This must he Georges/ thought Francis with
a quick sensation of sadness and loneliness. It
was right that Judith should run to him. It must
he marvellous for her after so long an absence,
but why must the fellow come just now and spoil
the only happy hour that 1'Y.tnds had known for
many months?

Judith cared for him, Francis* but at the
sight of her husband she could forget him as
though he had never been* So it was with him
always* Everyone had someone else. He was
first with no one* Well, what of it? Had he not
courage enough for that role? He shrugged his
shoulders and went out.

Standing in the little wind-swept garden, he
could see that others had been attracted by the
noise and had come to the doors. In front of
a cottage not far from him stood an enormous
woman, yes, like a whale, That must be the
witch of whom Judith had spoken*

A wind blew up the little stream that tumbled
from the Tarn- Some fat Herdwick sheep